LADY. 


What bold attempt is this? pray let me know | 
From whence you came and whither I muſt go ? 


Shall I who am a lady yield, or bow 
To ſuch a pale fac'd viſage ? who art thou ? 
DEATH ” 
Do ye not know me ? well I tell you then; 
Tis I that conquer all the ſons of men. 
No pitch of honour from my dart is free ; 


LADY. 
Ves I have heard of you time after time, 
But being in the glory of my prime, 


DEATH. 


There is not time at all now to diſpute ; 


Tho' thy vain heart to riches was inclin'd, 
Yet thou alas muſt leave it all behind, 
5 LADY. 

My heart is cold Itremble at the news, 
Here's bags of gold if thou wilt me excuſe, 


With ſuch as are a weary of their life, 

Are not there many bound in prilon ſtrong, 
In bitter grief of ſoul have Janguiſh'd long, 
And fain would find a grave, a place of reſt 


Beſides there's many with a hoary head, 
And palſied joints whereby their joys is fled, 


And ſpare my life to have a longer date, 
DEA TIL 


I come to none before my warrant's ſeal'd, 


I take no bribes believe me it is true, 

Prepare yourſelt for I am come for you. 
| LADY. 

Death be not ſo ſevere, let me obtain 

A little longer ſpace to live and reign, 


. ] have a daughter beautiful and fair, 
ils live xo ſee her wed whom I adore, 


& * £4. 
«* CES - 
= * 


4 „ 


Deat 


— — 
hm... * 
—̃ "My Wt 
" of" 4 * 
Z | 


th and a beautiful Lady. 
68 
T5 
5 


p * 
my 
Wu 


My name is death, heard you not tell of me? 


I did not think you would have-call'd ſo ſoon, 


Why muſt my morning ſun be turn'd to noon ? They are but mortals here as. well as you, 


Talk not of noon, you may as well be mute, 


Your riches jewels, gold, and garments brave, 
Your houſes, lands they muſt new maſters have 


And ſeize on theſe ; thus finiſh thou the ſtrife, 


From all their grief with which they are opprelt? 
Relieve thou them whoſe griefs and ſorrows great 
Tho' they with age are full of grief and pain, 
Till their appointed time they mult remain ; 


And when it is they muſt ſubmit and yield. 


Then with a dying ſigh her heart did break, 


- Fain would I ſtay if thou my life would ſpare, 
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DEATH. 
This is a lender frivolous excuſe, 
I have you faſt and will not let you looſe, 
Leave her to providence, for you muſt go 
Along with me whether you will or no : 
I Death command great kings to leave the crown 
And at my feet to lay their ſceptre down; 
If unto kings this favour I'll not give, 
But cut them down, can you ſuppoſe to live 
Beyond the limits of your time and ſpace ? 
No, I muſt ſend you to another place, 

LADY. 

You learned doctors now expreſs. your (kill, 
And let not death of me obtain his will, 
Prepare your cordials, let me comfort find, 
My gold ſhall fly like chaff before the wind, 

| DEA TH. | 
Forbear to call, their {kill will never do; 


I give you the wound my fatal dart is ſure, 
*T'is tar beyond a doctots {kill to cure. 
How freely can you let your ſilver fly 
To purchaſe life rather than yield to die! 
But while you flouriſh'd here, of all your ſtore 
You would not ſpare one penny to the poor 
In all your pomp then you the poor did hate, 
And like rich dives ſcourg'd them from your gate 
But altho' you did, thoſe whom you thus ſcorn 
They like yourſelf into this world were born 
Tho' for an alms they did both cringe and bow 
They bore God's image here as well as you, 
Tho' in his name their ſuit to you they make, 
You would not give one periny for his ſake. 
My lord beheld wherein you did amiſs, 
And calls you hence to give account for this 
LADY, 
O heavy news! muſt I no longer ſtay? 
How ſhall I ſtand, O Lord, in thy great day ? 
Down from her eyes the tears did overflow, 
Aud ſaid there's none knows what I undergo, 
Upon a bed of ſorrow here J lay, 
My carnal life makes me afraid to die ; 
My fins alas! are many groſs and foul, 
But heaven may ſtill have mercy on my foul : 
And though I do deſerve thy righteous frown. 
Yet pardon, Lord, and ſend thy bliſſing down. 


And did the pleaſures of this world forſake 
Her we may ſee the great and mighty fall: 
For death he ſhoweth no reſpect at all 
To any one of low or high degree, 
Great men ſubmit to death as well as we, 
Tho' they are great their lives are but a ſpan, 
A lump of clay: fo poor a creature's man. 
4 


